LOST  : — 

His  sleep  over  this 
publication.  Finder 
please  return  at  once, 
and  oblige— 

The:  Editor 


CIk  Evening  Blast 

What  We  'Can't  idlers  We’ll  iftlast 


MALE  NEWS  : 

Males  go  out  evt  ry  I 
alternoon  at  4  com 
iug  in  at  9  in  the  I 
morning.  Very  irregu¬ 
lar.  Fe-males  uncer-  | 
tain. 
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HORRIBLE  DISCOVERY  IN  CONVOCA'ION  HALL 

PARLIAMENT  OPENED  WITH  GREAT  SPLENDOUR 


EXTRACT  FROM  TORONTONENSIS  BIOGRAPHY  FORM. 

“Anything  of  a  flagrantly  libellous  character  which  may  be  directed 
against  any  member  of  the  faculty,  etc.,  is  subject  to  the  Editor’s  veto.’’ 

Our  artist  has  drawn  a  meeting  of  the  editorial  staff,  to  decide  if  a 
certain  biography  is  flagrantly,  or  merely  maliciously,  libellous. 


Premier  Edmunds,  Mrs.  Pankhurst 
and  Constable  Christy 
in  Control 

About  five  o’clock  this  afternoon 
Parliament  was  opened.  Constable 
Christy  stalked  majestically  across 
the  campus,  followed  by  the  Right 
Hon.  C.  Bradshaw,  Postmaster-Gen 
eral.  Mr.  Christy  inserted  a  key  in 
the  lock  and  flung  the  door  open  with 
magnificent  effect.  tie  then  entered 
with  his  companion. 

O11  examination,  last  year’s  Parlia¬ 
ment  was  found  to  have  gone  bad— 
presumably  with  long  keeping.  The 
remains  of  a  School  of  Science  stud¬ 
ent  were  found  in  one  of  the  galleries. 
It  is  supposed  that  the  last  sermon 
was  too  much  for  him. 

As  soon  as  possible,  Parliament 
was  again  closed,  Constable  Christy 
being  heard  to  murmur  to  himself  as 
he  locked  the  doors  :  “What  do  them 
young  varmints  want  to  get  in  here 
for,  anyway  ?  Always  a  nuisance,  I 
says.  Must  he  in  and  must  be  out, 
and  always  making  a  row.  I’d  teach 
’em,  if  I  was  President,  wouldn’t  I 
just  I”  Our  reporter,  who  was  con¬ 
cealed  behind  the  nearest  pillar,  took 
the  above  SPEECH  FROM  THE 
THRONE  down  verbatim.  It  is  taken 
to  indicate  a  new  era  in  government 
policy. 

The  Members  of  the  House  are  as 
follows  :  — 

GOVERNMENT. 

The  Right  Honorable  Gas  Engine 
Edmonds — Prime  Minister. 

Another  Baden  Powell  Park — Minis¬ 
ter  of  War  and  Worn-out  .Socks. 

Wilkelmnspa  Jamas  Boyd — Minister 
of  Wieners  de  Milo. 

Ilome-Sweet  Holmes — Minister  of 
Domestic  Employment  Bureau. 

Jealously  Evangelical  Campbell — 
Minister  of  the  Infernal  Regions. 

Josh-’em  Along  Devaney — Minister 
of  Hat  and  German  Bands. 

Rhyming  Couplet  Geddes  —  Poet 
I, aureate. 

To  Helland  Back  McCullough — 
Minister  of  Just  lee,  Gin  and  I,emon. 

Jolly  Gink  Bole — Minister  of  Kitchen 
Mechanics  and  Utensils. 

A  Mutt  Doyle — -Minister  of  Hose 
Reels  and  Real  Hose. 

Animal  Manipulator  Miller — Minis¬ 
ter  of  Oatmeal  and  Ilaggis. 

Reno  Slugee  MacBurney — Minister  of 
Knockouts  and  Upper  Cuts. 

Cheese  Sandwich  and  Lager  Beck- 
Minister  of  Tnside  Information. 

OPPOSITION. 

Joy-juice  Easy  Money  Christie — 
H.O.P.S.  (  Milwaukee )  . 

Water  Proof  MacKay — T.E.D.  (Mom- 
bassa ) ... 


Laughing  Water  Wood — S.O.U.S.K. 
(  Minnehaha ) . 

Woe  Begone  Coatsworth — S.A.D. 
( Hamilton ) . 

Racy  Women  Phillips — P.A.D.S. 

R. A.l’.S.  (Hairpain,  hook  and  hobble- 
skirt;  delegate  from  Reno  Suffragette 
League )  (  Hollowav  Gaol )  . 

Terribly  Somnambulistic  Gordon — 
Pol.  Sc.  (  Siberia  )  . 

Ozone  Sipper  Irwin — F.R.E.S.H. 
(Lot  12,  Con.  6,  Saugeen). 

Juicy  Zoology  Gillies — B.U.G.S. 
(  St.  Petersburg  )  . 

Jug  Manipulator  Wood — (  Duffe  du 
Bois  )  (  Woodbridge )  . 

Hits  Everything  McCuteheon— B.I.G. 

S. M.O.K.E.  (Battle  Creek). 

Everlastingly  Goldarned  Dixon  — 
D.E.A.I).  (  Aroarer). 

Dainty  Freshette  Pepler — S.HA.P.E. 
(  Queen’s  Hafl )  . 


STOP  PRESS  NEWS 

The  Faculty  of  Applied  Science  has 
sent  in  the  following  revised  Hymn 
of  Praise: 

Oh  Gee, 

What’s  the  matter  with  we  ? 

There  ain’t  no  flea 

On  Varsitee  I 

We  regret  that  it  was  received  too 
late  for  consideration. 


STAFF  OF  LADIES’  HOME 
COLLEGE  ANNOUNCED 

The  following  ladies,  famous  alike 
in  the  paths  of  war  and  in  the  gentler 
arts  of  peace,  have  been  offered  posi¬ 
tions  011  the  staff  of  the  Women’s 
College,  which  will  open  its  doors  and 
windows  in  next  September  : 

Mrs.  Elinor  Glyn 
Professor  of  Erotology. 

Mrs.  Emmeline  Pankhurst 
Professor  of  Deportment. 

Miss  Leneve 

Professor  of  Comparative  Morality. 

Dr.  Helen  MacTurchv 
Will  deliver  a  series  of  lectures  on 
“The  advantages  of  a  retiring 
disposition.” 

Miss  Lydia  E.  Pinkham 
“Health  and  Brains.” 

Mrs.  Carrie  Nation 
Will  have  charge  of  all  the  languages. 

Miss  Salter  and  Miss  Susanna  Cocroft 
Will  take  all  the  other  departments. 


So,  while  we  suffer  in  the  steerage, 
We  hope  Sir  Henry  gets  his  peerage. 


BLOOD-THIRSTY  CRIME 
IN  SOUTH  RESIDENCE 

Constable  Christy  Unearths  Ter¬ 
rible  Case 

A  prominent  student  of  University 
College,  of  the  second  year,  who  lives 
in  the  south  residence,  was  this  morn¬ 
ing  arraigned  in  the  police  court  on  a 
very  grave  charge.  We  was  accused 
of  murder. 

Constable  Christy  deposed  that,  as 
he  passed  the  prisoner’s  room,  he 
noted  a  powerful  stench  emerging  (  by 
the  window.  )  Entering  the  room  (  by 
the  door )  ,  he  found  prisoner  busy 
writing.  Prisoner  seemed  perplexed 
and  nervous.  On  Constable  Christy’s 
askin'’-  him  if  it  was  a  rhyme  he 
needed,  prisoner  started  to  his  feet 
and  blushed  violently.  Constable 
Christy,  following  the  stench,  opened 
prisoner’s  cupboard  and  found  on  the 
shelf,  carefully  wrapped  up,  a  dead, 
language.  On  unwrapping  it,  evi¬ 
dences  of  brutal  treatment,  if  not  of 
murder,  were  found. 

Constable  Christy,  aroused  to  sus¬ 
picion  by  this  and  by  prisoner's  gener¬ 
ally  nervous  behaviour,  proceeded  to 
take  up  the  floor  of  the  room.  Under- 
j  neath  the  boards  he  found  an  infini- 
1  tive,  badly  split  into  several  frag¬ 
ments.  Another  was  discovered  be¬ 
neath  the  bed.  I11  the  teapot  of  the 
prisoner  was  found  a  half-mixed  meta¬ 
phor.  Prisoner  seems  to  have  been 
I  disturbed  in  process  of  this  mixing. 

|  I11  connection  with  the  recent  un¬ 

accountable  disappearance  of  English 
Language,  this  discovery  is  impor¬ 
tant.  Prisoner  was  questioned  as  to 
English  Language,  with  whom  he 
said  (  on  oath  )  that  he  had  been  very 
well  acquainted. 

“What  ?  Me  kill  dear  old  English 
Language  ?”  he  said.  “Why  he  was 
my  most  dearest  friend.  I  never 
didn’t  know  anybody  like  I  knew  he. 
In  fact,  I  doubt  if  none  of  you  gents 
knowed  him  like  I  did.  "As  to  the 
dead  language  in  my  cupboard,  my 
predecessor  must  have  lain  it  there. 

I  didn’t  have  nothing  to  do  with  it. 
And  I’m  always  very  careful  with  my 
infinitives  to  particularlv,  carefully 
and  earnestly,  see  that  I  don’t  split 
them.  Metaphors  are  mixed  in  the 
goodest  circles.” 

Prisoner  said  he  was  a  well-known 
author,  having  often  written  for  The 
Christian  Guardian,  Torontonensis, 
The  Pioneer,  and  The  Varsity.  He 
said  his  works  were  read  by  thou¬ 
sands.  Eventually  he  was  remanded 
for  a  week,  to  allow  for-  search  being 
made  for  English  Language. 


RECEPTION  NOTES 

Mr.  R -  has  just  received  three 

stars  and  two  b.  l’s. 

Sir  James  Whitney  has  received  a 
summons  to  the  police  court  for  rid¬ 
ing  on  the  sidewalk. 


The  first  year  crass  deception  will 
be  held  in  a  week  or  two.  It  is  ex¬ 
pected  to  be  a  little  more  so  than 
usual. 
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THE  EVENING  BLAST. 


THE  EVENING  BLAST 

An  Independent  Semi-religious  Journal 
devoted  to  the  cause  of  Woman’s 
,  Suffrage  and  Moral  Reform. 

OUR  MOTTO: 

Magna  esl  vcritas,  cito  praevaleal. 

Editor-in-chief— Mr.  Anthony  Comstock 

All  contributions  should  be  addressed  to 
ili  •  Purity  Dept.,  University  of  Toronto 


THE  DECAY  OF  GIANTS 

This  year  the  last  of  the  sons'  of 
Anak  is  gone  from  amongst  us.  Mar¬ 
tin  Luther  Rouse  was  the  first  to  be 
swallowed  up  by  the  world,  then 
Charles  Lazenby  followed,  and  now — 
horresco  referens — (What’s  that  ? 
Reader.— Latin.  Shut  up!  Editor.) 
“Bull”  Ritchie  has  left  us.  We  are  a 
race  of  little  men  ;  we  have  no  more 
demigods  amongst  us.  Never  again 
will  the  glad  sound  of  theological 
argument  surmount  the  click  of  pool- 
balls  in  the  Union  ;  never  again  will 
our  religious  (sic)  lectures  wax  hot 
with  blazing  discussion.  Never  again 
will  the  respective  merits  of  theo¬ 
sophy  and  plenary  inspiration  rouse 
souls  to  boiling  point.  All  this  we 
might  have  stood,  had  not  our  Ritchie 
left  us.  But  now  his  place  sees  him 
no  more,  and  our  house  is  left  unto 
us  desolate. 

Those  who  knew  this  young  Adonis 
will  sympathize  ;  those  who  never 
saw  him  can  never  understand.  Mr. 
Rouse,  now  adorned  with  the  magic 
B.A.,  is  still  at  times  to  be  seen, 
furtively  stealing  across  the  floor  of 
the  library  or  distributing  tracts  in 
the  park.  Mr.  I.azen'  v  is  pursuing 
his  elusive  theologyr  in  the  East — 
Egypt  or  India,  it  matters  not  which. 
But  our  less  abstruse  Ritchie  has  gone 
West,  and  is  to-day  driving  a  scaven¬ 
ger  cart  in  Regina,  or  wearing  holes 
in  his  boots  on  the  railway  ties,  when 
unassisted  by  the  friendly  freight.  We 
can  only  bewail  his  absence  ;  the  mas¬ 
cot  of  the  University  is  departed  ! 
Alas  for  tin?  puny  dwarfs  that  succeed 
him  ! 


OUR  TONE 

Those  who  have  fallen  asleep  over 
the  lukewarm  utterances  of  The  Var¬ 
sity,  those  who  have  developed  jaun¬ 
dice  when  perusing  the  columns  of 
The  Trinity  University  Review,  those 
who  have  fainted  when  confronted 
with  the  stern  idealism  of  Acta  Vic- 
toriana,  can  hardly  believe  that  there 
texists  anywhere  in  the  University  of 
Toronto  a  newspaper  fearless 
Saturday  Night,  moral  as  The  Cal¬ 
gary  Eye-Opener,  interesting  as  The 
Sporting  Times.  Yet  so  it  is.  We  are 
speaking  of  us.  The  Evening  Blast  is 
not  afraid  to  adopt  a  strong  attitude 
on  any  public  question.  It  is  not 
afraid  of  exposing  hypocrisy.  It  is 
not  afraid  to  be  non-partizan,  nor, 
when  the  time  comes,  to  be  fervent¬ 
ly  partizan.  Yet  such  is  the  fate  of 
all  true  courage,  of  all  good  journal¬ 
ism,  that  this  sheet,  which  we  cannot 
praise  too  highly,  is  able  to  cotr.e  out 


only  once  a  year.  This  while  lhe 
Varsity’s  anaemic  columns  are  printed 
semi-weakly.  Shame  upon  the  Uni¬ 
versity  where  this  is  so. 


A  DRAUGHT  ON  THE  FUTURE  i 

Extracts  from  The  Varsity  Dated 
i960,  A.  D. 

From  The  Varsity,  Bee.  9th,  i960. 

All  our  readers  will  sympathize 
with  us  in  resenting  the  last  act  of 
robbery  on  the  part  of  the  Governors 
of  this  University.  Football,  of 
1  course,  has  for  some  years  been  un- 
!  worthy  of  academic  interest,  and  few 
minded  the  old  athletic  field  being 
taken  for  the  North  American  wing  of 
the  anthropological  museum.  Tennis 
|  proved  too  strenuous  for  those  of  a 
j  studious  disposition,  and  when  the 
1  tennis  courts  were  long  ago  converted 
into  a  Y.M.C.A.  soda-fountain,  none 
objected.  But  now— and  it  is  with 
irrepressible  indignation  that  we 
write  it — the  governors  seem  to  have 
|  resolved  to  kill  all  sport.  Yesterday  j 
It  Tvas  announced  that  the  present 
athletic  field,  the  Badminton  Court  of 
the  University  of  Toronto,  is  to  be 
taken  by  the  Hosiery  department  of 
the  Faculty  ol  Applied  Underclothing. 
This  is  too  much.  Where  are  the 
students  of  the  University  to  get 
that  healthy  exercise  which  alone  can 
tend  to  good  work  ?  Every  after¬ 
noon  for  years  we  have  seen  the  stal¬ 
warts  of  our  Badminton  team  flying 
gracefully  about  the  grass  plot  in  the 
quadrangle,  while  those  who  waited 
their  turn  kept  warm  at  the  open-air 
Ping-pong  table  beneath  the  chestnut 
tree.  Even  this  table  is  now  to  van¬ 
ish . Let  the  Athletic  Directorate 

take  action.  Let  the  manager  of  the 
1  Ping-pong  team  consult  with  the  vice- 
j  president  of  the  Badminton  club,  and 
let  them  resolve  on  strenuous  mea¬ 
sures.  They  will  meet  with  strong 
support  from  the  undergraduates. 

An  interesting  test  case  arose  the 
other  day,  at  the  annual  election  to 
the  University  Senate.  To  fill  the 
twelve  places  given  to  the  graduates 
in  arts,  only  eleven  nominations  of 
women  were  made,  and  therefore, 
quite  accidentally,  one  of  the  men 
whom  it  has  been  the  custom  to 
nominate  purely  as  a  matter  of  form, 
was  elected.  The  Committee  on 
Qualifications  and  Gen  (  d  )  eral  Miscel¬ 
lanies  will  meet  to-night  to  consider 
this  unfortunate  accident. 

President  Squeers  when  interviewed 
seemed  keenly  interested  in  the  cir¬ 
cumstance.  She  made  the  following 
statement  : 

“I  do  not  see  how  the  Senate  can 
transact  business,  if  there  are  present 
on  it  any  men,  who  must  form  a  dis¬ 
tracting  element.  Further,  I  doubt 
very  much  their  constitutional  right 
to  sit  on  it.  (  Reporter — On  the  ele¬ 
ment  ?  President — On  the  Senate. 
Silly  1  )  It  is  a  grave  precedent,  and 
must  be  considered  seriously.” 

The  committee  of  the  {Senate,  ap¬ 
pointed  to  consider  the  advisability  of 
founding  a  man’s  college,  reported 
last  night.  It  was  composed  as  fol¬ 
lows  : 

Charwoman — Miss  Leneve. 

Secretary — Miss  Rose  Rambler. 
Members— Miss  Pankhurst  ( grand¬ 
daughter  of  the  apostle )  ,  Professor 
Gussie  Slowe-Buddin’,  Dr.  Yellen  Mc- 
Turkey,  Lecturer  T.  R.  Nation  (  great- 
niece  of  the  prophet )  . 

This  was  their  report. 

“We  don’t  see  what  the  men  want  a 
college  for,  anyway.  They  can  read 
all  the  books  they  w'ant  at  home,  or 


they  can  go  to  a  high-school  or  a 
night-school  or  a  Sunday-school.  It’s 
just  a  malevolent  plot  on  the  part  of 
some  male  anti-imperialists  to  seize 
the  whole  University  for  themselves 
and  then  hand  it  over  to  those  horrid 
Germans.” 

Such  a  report  is,  of  course,  decisive. 


HORRIBLE  DISCOVERY  IN  HEAT¬ 
ING  TUNNEL! 


Skeleton  of  Last  Man  Unearthed. 

Yesterday  a  band  of  antiquaries, 
who  were  digging  in  the  University 
for  remains  of  ante-diluvian  profes¬ 
sors,  were  horrified  to  discover  a 
skeleton,  coiled  in  a  crouching  atti¬ 
tude  in  a  corner  of  the  heating  tunnel. 
From  the  size  of  the  brain-pan,  they 
demonstrated  incontestably  the  fact 
that  it  was  that  of  a  freshman,  and 
general  observations  lead  them  to  the 
belief  that  these  are  the  remains  of 
the  last  man  ever  known  to  enter 
University  College  as  an  undergrad¬ 
uate — the  ill-fated  male  class  of  1918. 
The  heating  tunnel,  begun  in  1910, 
was  in  1914  extended  to  the  Women’s 
Divinit,^  College,  then  newr  the  Pank¬ 
hurst  College  of  to-day.  About  this 
time,  the  freshman,  who  had  for  some 
time  seemed  very  nervous,  and  who 
had  been  seen  slinking  about  the  cor¬ 
ridors  in  customary  male  fashion,  at 
last  overcome  by  triumphant  femin¬ 
inity,  must  have  attempted  to  conceal 
himself  from  the  gentler  sex  in  a 
corner  of  this  tunnel.  Afraid  to  come 
out,  he  soon  fell  a  victim  to  his 
prudence,  the  cavity  being  filled  in, 
and  he  eventually  expiring  of  hunger. 

The  Caput  have  decided  to  mount 
the  skeleton  and  exhibit  it  in  the 
rotunda,  not  only  on  account  of  the 
historical  interest  it  contains,  but 
also  as  being  the  strongest  possible 
proof  of  Women’s  Rights. 


AROUND  THE  HALLS 


We  emphatically  deny  the  slightest 
connection  with  the  department  of 
this  name  in  the  pages  of  our  strug¬ 
gling  contemporary,  The  Varsity. — 
Ed. 


Scene  :  Fourth  year  history  lecture. 

Professor — Voltaire  appealed  to  the 
mind  of  every  cultivated  Freshman.” 
(  Laughter.  ) 

Professor— “I  apologize  for  the  con¬ 
tradiction  in  terms.” 

The  tennis  tournament  just  com¬ 
pleted  has  been  unusually  successful. 
Only  three  people  were  hurt,  two  of 
them  ( a  fourth  year  man  and  a 
freshette)  falling  into  the  trench  and 
breaking  their  legs,  while  the  third 
was  frozen  to  death  on  the  court. 
Long  live  tennis  ! 


We  hear  that  a  corps  of  boy-scouts 
will  soon  be  started.  Mr.  E.  Bristol 
is  to  be  scout-master.  Mr.  Birnbaum 
is  to  be  assistant.  The  purpose  of  the 
corps  is  to  pull  freshettes  and  fresh¬ 
men  out  of  the  trenches.  Each  mem¬ 
ber  must  do  one  kind  thing  a  day. 
Yesterday  Mr.  Bristol  did  the  kindest 
thing  he  could  think  of.  He  stayed 
away  from  a  lecture.  The  result  was 
a  grand  success. 

It  is  rumoured  that  a  grave  over¬ 
sight  was  made  in  class  nominations 
of  the  first  vear.  Two  men  and  three 
women  were  not  nominated  to  any 
office.  It  is  hoped  that  this  slip  will 
not  be  made  again. 


PRESSED  NOTICES 

AND  BOOK  REFUSE 

The  Following  Books  Will  Appear 
Shortly 

Some  Hems  and  Haws  and  What  Not 

By 

F.  P.  Varcoe. 

Jo. 03  net. 

“Mr.  Varcoe  is  full  of  hems;  fuller 
of  haws,  and  as  to  the  what-not — !  ” 
— Town  Topics. 


Why  1  Am  a  Nationalist 

By 

W.  M.  Johnson. 

Jo. 02  net;  postage  free. 

“This  interesting  series  of  articles, 
republished  we  gather  from  Mr.  John¬ 
son’s  contributions  to  Le  Devoir,  will 
be  a  real  help  to  the  grammarian  of 
the  remote  future.” — Extract  from  the 
sporting  columns  of  the  Toronto  Star. 


Public=House  Speaking 

W.  C.  Kester. 

Mr.  Kester  is  unique.  We  never 
heard  anyone  like  him.  We  devoutly-- 
( Hush.— Ed. ) 


The  Evils  of  Alcoholism 

Jo. 06  net. 

These  essays  by  a  number  of  Wyc- 
liffe  men,  are,  we  understand,  based 
on  personal  experience.  They  contain 
several  moral  precepts,  and  are  recom¬ 
mended  especially  to  Y.M.C.A.  stump 
orators. 

Attendance  on  Lectures 
or 

A  Sure  Road  to  Success 

By 

G.  B.  Coyne. 

“Mr.  Coyne  is  now  in  his  fourth 
year,  and  as  yet  has  not  missed  even 
a  religious  lecture.  1 1  is  book  is  a 
treasury  of  useful  knowledge.” — 
Success. 


Poker  Hands 

By 

S.  M.  Scott. 

Mr.  Scott  has  raised  his  auntie  in  a 
full  house,  and  now  he  has  a  pair  of 
them. 


The  Love=story  of  a  Freshman 

By 

Huggins. 

(  Late  of  the  first  year. ) 

Mr.  Huggins  has  a  complete  knowl¬ 
edge  of  his  subject.  One  fault  do  we 
find — his  loves  grow  stale  so  rapidly. 


Poetry  That  Will  Live 


PARTING  AT  SEA 

’Twas  on  the  deck  we  parted  for  the 
sea  was  calling  you, 

And  the  call  of  the  sea  is  strong; 

Then  I  sobbed  out  hasty  wishes  and  I 
sighed  a  last  adieu; 

But  the  sea  would  not  wait  long. 

It  was  bitter,  Oh  !  ’twas  bitter, — in 
a  moment  it  was  over 
And  I  stumbled  to  my  cabin  down 
below, 

With  a  glance  at  the  far  shore  line  of 
swift-receding  Dover, 

At  the  waves  between  us  foaming, 
white  as  snow. 

And  I  cursed  the  hour  I’d  met  you, 
met  you  but  to  say  good-bye: 

’Twas  on  the  deck  we  parted,  you, 
mv  lunch,  and  I  ! 


THE  EVENING  BLAST. 
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Our  Personal  Paj*e 

<  The  Editor  disclaims  responsibility 
for  anything  that  may  appear 
on  this  page. ) 

BLASTED  CHARACTERS 

NO.  I.  Mli.  W.  M.  JOHNSON. 

Mr.  Johnson  was  writing  busily 
when  our  reporter  entered  the  His¬ 
torical  Seminary,  and  hardly  looked 
up  at  the  disturber. 

“Good  morning,”  he  responded  to 
his  interviewer,  “0,  good  morning, 
good  morning.” 

Our  reporter  made  a  note  of  his 
statements,  and  awaitpd  more.  After 
a  few  moments  of  busy  scribbling, 
Mr.  Johnson  sprang  to  hi's  feet,  dash¬ 
ed  from  the  room,  fell  down-stairs, 
and,  in  the  space  of  two  breaths,  re¬ 
appeared  in  the  doorway. 

“A  printer’s  devil,”  he  said,  in  ex¬ 
planation,  to  the  somewhat  astonish¬ 
ed  reporter.  “I  am  always  pressed 
for  my  copy.”  Our  reporter  was 
murmuring  his  appreciation  of  the 
fact  that  he  could  have  no  exact  copy, 
when  Mr.  Johnson  interrupted  him. 

“The  Press  !”  he  exclaimed,  waving 
his  arm.  “The  Press  !  It  is  the 
greatest  force  of  to-day.  Often,  very 
often,  when  I  receive  my  number  of 
The  Star,  and  realize  that  my  humble 
words i  in  it  are  reaching  71,085  homes, 
I  blench  with  modesty.” 

Our  reporter  murmured  a  polite  de¬ 
nial,  but  Mr.  Johnson  was  too  rapt 
to  hear  him. 

“Do  you  know  what  I  was  writ¬ 
ing  he  said,  “it  was  an  article  on 
‘Prof.  Mavor,  the  Roosevelt  of  the 
University.’  These  articles  come  out 
weekly  in  the  North-Ender.  The  last 
one  was  ‘Mr.  K.  N.  Bell,  the  Lavergne 
of  Charles  St.  East.’  It  is  no  breach 
of  confidence  to  say  that  the  next 
will  be  ‘Prof,  de  Champs,  the  Li  Hung 
Chang  of  the  blast  Wing.’  And  yet,” 
he  continued  dreamily,  “Li  is  dead. 
Perhaps  it  had  better  be  ‘The  Keir 
Hardie  of  the  Tower.’  Look  out  for 
it.” 

Our  reporter  assured  him  he  would. 

“Now,”  said  Mr.  Johnson,  again 
brisk,  “I  must  complete  my  article  for 
The  Pioneer  on  The  Importance  of  the 
Negro  Question  in  North  Bay.  Do  not 
go.  I  can  talk  all  the  time— even 
when  asleep.” 

But  our  reporter  had  gathered 
enough  pearls,  and  fled. 


NO.  II.  MR.  S.  C.  S.  KiERK. 

Mr.  Kerr  was  found  by  our  reporter 
explaining  to  some  members  of  his 
party  how  to  heckle  Mr.  Lavergne. 
He  had  apparently  been  conning  some 
masterpiece  of  oratory  but  the  mo¬ 
ment  before. 

“My  political  career  ?”  he  said, 
smiling.  “Ah,  I  fear  I  can  give  you 
no  recipe  of  success.  It  is  only  by 
Steady  effort  and  unparalleled  devo¬ 
tion  to  business  that  I  have  become 
what  I  am.” 

Our  reporter  made  a  note  of  what 
he  was. 

“I  never  forget  a  face — or  a  voice,” 
said  Mr.  Kerr.  “The  sweet  strains  of 
all  the  women  in  University  College 
have  sung  themselves  indelibly  into 
the  phonographic  record  of  my  mem¬ 
ory.  One  of  the  main  causes  of  poli¬ 
tical  success  is  attendance  upon  the 
freshman.  I  have  spoken  to  every 
freshman  of  the  last  three  years,  if 
only  to  ask  him  the  time.  They  never 
forget  it.” 

“The  time  ?”  asked  our  reporter, 
but  he  was  unheeded. 

“Even  now,”  said  Mr.  Kerr,  gazing 
at  himself  in  the  glass  with  evident 
satisfaction,  “even  now  I  am  on  my 
way  to  the  Freshman  reception. 
Thence  I  shall  go  as  representative  to 
the  Women’s  Literary  Society,  and 
after  that  shall  attend  a  meeting  of 


the  Modern  Language  Club.  The  oyster 
supper  is  due  for  to-morrow,  and  on 
the  day  after  we  elect  the  Athletic 
Directorate.  In  the  latter  1  am  con¬ 
sidered  to  have  a  good  deal  of  in¬ 
fluence.” 

As  our  reporter  left  he  heard  Mr. 
Kerr’s  melodious  voice  raised  in  a 
flow  of  oratory  :  “Sir  !  Mr.  Chair¬ 
man  I  Gentlemen  !  I  have  come  be¬ 
fore  you  to-night  to  prove  that,  de¬ 
spite  the  inconsequential  fallacies  of 
mv  opponent,  the  Hudson  Bay  is  .  .” 

file  voice  faded  as  the  front  door 
shut  behind  him. 


NO.  III.  MR.  A.  S.  SIBBALI). 

“Oratory,”  began  Mr.  Sibbald, 
“oratory,  and  by  oratory  I  mean  no 
turgidity,  but  rather  increased  clear¬ 
ness  of  utterance, — oratory,  as  I  was 
saying,  is  beyond  question  the  sum- 
mum  of  the  arts,  the  supremum  of 
life,  the  ultimum  of  a  career.” 

Our  reporter  made  a  note  of  this. 

“In  governing  a  party,”  resumed 
Mr.  Sibbald,  “oratory  is  the  main 
power.  In  controlling  an  election, 
oratory  is  the  key  from  which  hangs 
everything.  In  steering  our  life 
through  the  sands  of  Time,  in  con¬ 
quering  the  difficulties  that  lie  at  our 
feet,  in  hitching  our  wagon  to  the 
flower  of  success,  in  nipping  foul  de¬ 
signs  in  the  bud  as  they  rise,  borne 
on  the  wings  of  evil  chance — oratory, 
and  pratory  alonel  j§  of  use.” 

Here  our  teportet's  shorthand  gave 
out,  and  the  rest  of  the  interview  is 
unwritten. 


IV.  MR.  F.  H.  UNDERHILL. 

“Will  you  give  me  your  views  on 
the  tariff  question  ?”  asked  our  re¬ 
porter.  “When  will  the  Classical  As¬ 
sociation  meet  again  ?  I  shouldn’t 
ask  you,  but  I  need  news  badly.” 

Mr.  Underhill  blushed. 

“What  do  you  think  of  University 
extension,  Woman  Suffrage,  Canadian 
Nationalism,  or  the  election  in  Brit¬ 
ain  ?”  continued  our  reporter.  Mr. 
Underhill  went  on  blushing.  Our  re¬ 
porter  scribbled  hastily,  and  resumed: 

“What  are  your  views  about  Prohi¬ 
bition,  Land  Taxes,  and  the  Yellow 
Peril  ?” 

Mr.  Underhill  fidgeted  uneasily. 
Our  reporter  closed  his  notebook  with 
a  satisfied  bang. 

“Thank  you.  I’ll  send  you  a  mark¬ 
ed  copy  of  the  paper  with  the  inter¬ 
view  in  it.  Good  day.” 

Mr.  Underhill  went  on  blushing. 


From  the  Hamilton  Dictator 

Toronto  is  claiming  credit  for  Var¬ 
sity’s  recent  victory.  This  is  absurd. 
Gage,  Dixon  and  Griffiths  are  really 
rebellious  sons  of  the  dear  city  of  the 
bluff,  but  the  whole  team’s  good  play 
in  the  final  game  is  due,  and  due 
alone,  to  one  fact  that  has  been  much 
overlooked.  Did  not  they  all  arrive 
in  Hamilton  by  twelve  ?  Were  they 
not  there  for  two  hours  and  a  half 
before  the  game  ?  Did  they  not  draw 
fresh  vigour  froin  the  roast-beef  and 
pudding  for  which  our  town  is  noted 
all  the  world  over  ?  Did  they  not 
drink  our  water,  pure  as  the  dew  on 
our  stupendous  Mountain,  instead  of 
the  vermin-infected  liquid  of  Hog- 
town  ?  And  above  all,  did  they  not 
breathe  our  health-giving  Mountain 
breezes,  which  to  those  enervated  by 
the  sewer-gas  of  Rosedale  must  indeed 
have  brought  new  life  ?  Nay,  To¬ 
ronto  won  no  victory.  It  was  a 
Hamilton  win  from  beginning  to  end. 
It  is  a  triumph  for  us — the  greatest 
sanatorium  ( not  rest-cure,  as  Hog- 
town  alleges)  in  America. 

p.S. — The  result  would  have  been 
different  if  a  tidal-wave  and  earth¬ 
quake  had  only  struck  the  city  during 
the  game.  It  is  in  such  conditions 
of  crisis  that  our  team  is  at  its  best. 


THE  FRESHMAN'S  FRIEND 

(Conducted  by  Archibald  Ambergris.) 

Boys,  how  I  do  wish  that  I  could 
have  a  long  talk  with  each  one  of 
you.  I  know  that  I  would  find  you 
so  interesting  and  so  instructive.  For 
I  would  not  judge  of  you  by  your 
ability,  as  the  teachers  do  who  think 
that  you  are  stupid  just  because  you 
can’t  understand  all  the  silly  things 
they  say.  But,  boys,  I’m  afraid  that 
I  can’t  get  to  know  you  all,  and  in 
stead  of  that  won’t  you  write  to  me? 
Tell  me  about  any  scrapes  you  get 
into,  and  about  your  fraternities  and 
things  like  that.  You  know  it  is  such 
a  relief  to  pour  out  your  troubles  and 
you  will  always  find  me  a  sym¬ 
pathetic  listener.  Perhaps  I  can  help 
you,  too,  for  you  know  I've  had  ex¬ 
perience  in  these  things.  Please  do 
write,  boys. 

Do  you  know,  I  saw  such  a  sad 
sight  yesterday.  I  was  walking 
through  the  University  grounds  when 
I  met  a  poor  little  girl  crying  very 
hard  and  looking  all  over  for  some¬ 
thing.  Of  course,  I  asked  her  what 
was  the  matter  and  she  said  that  she 
was  a  freshette  and  had  lost  the  car- 
ticket  mother  gave  her  to  use  coming 
home.  I  was  very  sorry  that  I 
couldn't  help  her  (but  it  was  after 
five,  you  know,  and  I  had  only  blue 
tickets  and  it  would  have  been  so  ex¬ 
travagant  to  give  her  one  of  those )  , 
but  I  sent  her  in  to  see  the  registrar  to 
ask  him  if  he  wouldn’t  lend  her  five 
cents.  I  wish  you  would  all  be  so 
thoughtful,  boys. 


ANSWERS  to  CORRESPONDENTS 

FRESHMAN. —  (1)  It  would  take 
me  too  long  to  tell  you  how  to  regis¬ 
ter.  You  had  better  station  yourself 
at  the  most  populous  corner  you  can 
find  and  ask  the  first  kindly-faced 
student  you  see,  how  to  do  it.  I  sup¬ 
pose  I  might  as  well  tell  you  that 
you  won’t  see  any  kindly-faced 
students.  After  that  try  the  faculty, 
but  they  are  a  poor  grumpy  lot  at 
best  and  I  don’t  think  they"  will  help 
you.  As  a  last  resort  go  to  a  co-ed, 
and  she,  dear  thing,  will  be  sure  to 
show  you  what  you  want.  (2)  No, 
I  should  not  advise  you  to  play  foot¬ 
ball.  I  have  it  on  the  authority  of 
two  freshettes  and  Constable  Christy’s 
step-sister  that  football  is  a  horrid 
rough  game  and  makes  your  clothes 
all  dirty.  (3)  Yes,  many  medical 
men  advise  one  to  take  a  bath  once  a 
month.  Don’t  take  this  too  literally 
for  it’s  bad  to  begin  a  thing  like  that 
all  at  once.  Try  once  in  two  months 
if  it  suits  your  convenience. 


MINISTERS’  MAGNIFICANT 
MEASURES  ! 

Bills  Broached  by  Back  Benchers! 

1  lie  Evening  Blast  has  it  011  confi¬ 
dential  but  assured  authority  that  the 
Parliamentary  programme  will  be 
both  enterprising  and  beneficial.  A 
bill  will  be  immediately  introduced 
to  provide  muzzles  for  all  the  fresh¬ 
men.  'these  will  have  to  be  worn  all 
day,  and  on  every  Friday  evening. 
Another  bill  will  confiscate  part  of 
Constable  Christy’s  salary,  and  from 
the  proceeds  supply  each  member  of 
the  staff  with  a  new  pair  of  trousers, 
this  bill  will,  of  course,  be  a  great 
relief  to  many  students,  who  other¬ 
wise  would  have  to  give  all  their  old 
clothes  to  the  faculty.  A  third  bill 
will  see  to  an  annuai  Doe  night.  This 
will  resemble  the  .Stag  night  of  the 
men,  but  will  be  for  women  only.  It 
will  be  managed  by  the  Modern  Lan¬ 
guage  Club. 


Read  “The  Varsity” 

IT  IS  THE  BEST 

Soporific. 

Soothing  to  the  nerves,  it  gives  in¬ 
stant  relief  from  all  worry. 

THE  EDITOR  says  : 

“  Since  assuming  control  of  ‘  The 
Varsity  ’  I  have  slept  all  day.  Before 
that  happy  time  I  lay  awake  all 
night.” 

READ,  WEARY  TRAVELLER, 

READ  AND  SLEEP. 


BEWARE!!! 

PREPARE!!! 

For  the  next  Hallowe’en  outrage. 
Take  Boxing  and  Fencing  lessons 
from  PROFESSOR  WILLIAMS. 

It  is  necessary  to  your  satety. 


True  History,  said  Carlyle,  is  but  abridged  biography. 
Have  your  biography  unabridged. 

READ 

TORONTONENSIS 

Biography,  Pictures,  Names — all  that  goes  to  make 
up  romance. 

Testimonials  : — 

“An  Excellent  Weapon.’’  The  President. 

“Tastefully  bound.’’  The  Principal. 

“  Not  too  exciting ’’  The  Dean. 
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the  evening  blast. 


OUR  PROBLEM  PAGE 

Pu/.zles  for  the  Wise  Guys 

This  vear  we  have  adopted  a  new 
system  of  prizes.  Instead  of  our 
usual  S  10,000  offer,  we  are  giving, 
after  consultation  with  the  faculty,  a 
first-class  honour  on  the  year's  exam¬ 
inations  to  the  man  who  “dishes  up 
the  goods’’  best  (  to  use  President 
Falconer’s  phrase  1 .  The  faculty  were 
delighted  with  »this  idea,  as  they 
unanimously  considered  that  the  judg¬ 
ment  of  the  BLAST’S  editors  was  in¬ 
finitely  superior  to  the  test  of  exam¬ 
inations,  in  which  the  man  who  knew 
his  work  came  first  instead  of  the 
man  possessed  of  real,  outstanding 
merit. 

Our  competitions  were  as  follows  . 

A.  Prose— Dialogue  between  two 
prominent  Hamilton  citizens  after  the 
Tiger-Varsity  game. 

B.  Verse — A  hvntn  of  victory  on 
the  result  of  the  game. 

Ah,  but  they  are  a  wily  bunch  of 
convicts,  all  the  laculty.  Beneath  the 
uu thatched  pate  of  Mr.  Mutton,  the 
wheels  go  round  with  tremendous 
velocity  In  fact,  it  was  the  friction 
that  did  awai  with  his  hair.  Well, 
what  did  the  Classical  Department  do 
but  get  down  to  work  and  contribute 
themselves  1  Not  to  speak  of  the 
Knglish  Department  and  the  School 
of  Science’s  most  junior  demonstra¬ 
tors.  And  what’s  more,  they  won 
the  prize,  for  they  can  ser ,  e  up  the 
hot  stuff  when  they  try.  Here  it  is: 

.  ODE  ON  11  PC II IE  GALL. 

Then  did  stock-headed  Dixon,  catching 
the  ball  between  his 
Hands,  seize  it  and  run;  great  was 
the  jov  of  the  Uni¬ 
versity  all,  professors,  students,  and 
rooters.  In  sooth. 

But  Gall 
Best  of  all 
Kicked  a  punt 
What  a  stunt  1  * 


It  needs  no  word  of  praise  from  us 
to  point  the  peerless  merit  of  this 
production  1  he  hexameters,  redolent 
rather  of  Virgil  than  of  Homer,  have 
the  true,  majestic  roll.  Especially  to 
be  commended  is  the  wav  their  son¬ 
orous  swing  changes  to  the  impassion¬ 
ed  lyrical  outburst  of  triumph  that 
cannot  be  suppressed. 

Second  only  to  this  noble  paean, 
comes  the  contribution  of  the  English 
faculty.  It  is  distinctly  English  in 
essence,  and  not  at  all  reminiscent  of 
Greece  or  Koine.  This  is,  of  course,  a 
good  quality  lor  a  Canadian  song. 
But  in  the  indefinable  manner  that 
separates  poetry  from  mere  excellent 
verse,  it  seemed  slightly  lacking. 
Here  is  a  quotation  from  it.  Our 
readers  will  see  that  it  is  a  happy 
combination  of  Wordsworth  and 
Byron. 

AN  ODE 

Of  triumph  over  the  striped  johnnies. 

Come  cheese  it,  ye  beggars,  and  list 
to  our  lay 

Of  the  splendour  that  stuck  to  otir 
banners  that  day, 

How  the  tigerous  multitude  slipped 
in  the  slime, — 

O  golly,  the  story’s  too  much  for  my 
rhyme,— 

How  the  cops  got  all  stung,  while 
we  collared  the  pile 
Of  dough  on  the  game.  O  my  slats  ! 
How  I  smile. 

Queen’s  Hall  was  not  a’s  much  to 
the  fore  as  usual.  We  quote  their 

*  The  rest  of  this  peerless  gem  will 
be  sent  on  application. — Ed. 


dialogue,  making  omissions  where  the 
words  offended  our  perhaps  over- 
puritanic  taste. 

A  DIALOGUE 

between  Mr.  Jones  and  Mr.  Smith, 

prominent  Hamilton  citizens,  on 
Saturday,  November  26th, 
at  6.0  p.m. 

Mr.  .1  ones - ! 

Mr.  Smith - !  ! 

Mr.  Jones - !  !  ! 

Mr.  Smith - - — !  !  !  ! 

We  showed  this  to  the  faculty,  and 
they  assure  us  that  nearly  all  Queen’s 
Hall  will  in  consequence  iret  b.l.’s. 

The  Science  contribution  had  its 
spelling  revised  by  Mr.  Bradshaw  be¬ 
fore  being  handed  in,  but  is  still  quite 
unintelligible  owing  to  the  omission 
of  punctuation. 

Opinions  of  prominent  people  on  the 
results. 

Mr.  Brebner — “The  Classical  fac¬ 
ulty’s  contribution  is  admirable  with 
regard  to  its  poetic  license.  The  only 
thing  finer  is  the  Calendar.” 

Mr.  Pedley  was  asked  his  opinion 
bv  our  reporter,  who  took  him  for  a 
poet  bv  his  locks.  ( Misprint  for 
looks.- — Ed. )  Our  reporter  lacks  dis¬ 
crimination,  and  we  refuse  to  publish 
the  result  of  this  interview. 


THE  SOCIAL  SWIM 

By  Mai  de  Mer 

(  With  apologies  to  Mr.  Leacock.  ) 

The  Dining  Hall  of  the  Universite 
was  the  scene  of  a  charming  dejeuner 
a  la  forchette  on  Tuesday.  Amongst 
those  present  were  Mr.  Geddes,  wear¬ 
ing  some  charming  pants  de  serge  ; 
Mr.  Kerr,  waistcoat  intermittent 
wavy  011  some  trousers  azure,  sup-  I 
ported  bv  two  susneiiders,  passant 
gardant  ;  Mr.  Si  Maid,  who  wore  a 
collar  with  unusual  grace  ;  Mr.  lVIac- 
kav,  who  was  decorated  with  suede 
gloves  and  a  breath  of  creme  de 
menthe  ;  Mr.  Kogers,  who  was  very 
amusant,  remarked  that  he  would 
sooner  be  dans  le  soupe  than  have  it 
dans  him.  Mr.  Cochrane,  who  was 
also  there,  engaged  in  racing  his 
liiorceau  dc  beure  across  the  table, 
against  that  of  Mr.  Varcoe,  who  took 
his  defeat  in  good  part.  The  company 
engaged  in  a  spirite  series  of  jests 
with  the  garejon  waiting,  Mr.  Kerr 
asking  him  what  the  sacre  bleu  he 
was  doing  and  pourquoi  the  sauglant 
enfer  he  did  not  bring  him  a  tasse  of 
tea.  Mr.  Bristol  made  kind  enquiries 
about  the  garqon’s  health,  asking  him 
if  he  was  suffering  from  paralysis  or 
sleeping  sickness,  and  whether  lie  had 
tried  a  petit  digester.  The  manage¬ 
ment  of  the  Hall  had  provided  for  the 
dejeuner,  some  very  jolis  pieces  of 
meat  (  verv  rare)  and  some  delicious 
pain  sec.  Mr.  Mackay,  indeed,  said  it 
was  too  sacre  sec.  The  water  was 
very  rich,  and  the  butter  beyond  ex¬ 
pression,  though  the  company  tried 
its  best.  With  mutual  expressions  de 
regret,  the  partie  broke. up. 

A  prominent  freshman  in  the  East 
Residence  was  the  host  of  a  very 
charming  partie  the  other  night.  Each 
guest  brought  his  own  tomatoes,  and 
the  affaire  was  very  happy.  The  host 
received  his  visitors  in  a  delightful 
suit,  stripe,  of  yellow  flanellette.  It 
was  a  partie  de  surprise.  The  host 
was  very  much  surprised.  Indeed,  he 
was  so  surprised  that  he  found  it 
necessaire  to  go  out  into  the  quad¬ 
rangle.  His  guests  accompanied  him. 
He  found  them  very  attentive  and 
playful.  They  particularly  admired 


the  (  h )  air  with  which  he  received 
them.  They  even  tried  to  get  some  of 
it  themselves. 

Later  011,  when  the  partie  found  it 
necessary  to  break  up,  they  left  some 
eadeaux  behind  them.  These  were 
some  large,  juicy  (verv  juicy)  toma¬ 
toes.  All  the  liommes  present  said 
they  had  never  had  such  a  temps  be¬ 
fore.  They  do  not  expect  to  ever 
have  one  like  it.  Neither  does  the 
freshman.  Some  of  them  have  not 
even  vet  toute  a  fait  recovered  from 
the  effects. 

The  residences  were  the  scene,  the 
other  night,  of  a  charming  souper  de 
ice  cream.  There  was  a  great  deal  of 
ice  cream.  There  were  also  a  great 
many  people.  The  kind  hosts  of  this 
partie  were  the  Victoria  students. 
Malheureuscment,  they  could  not  be 
present.  They  tried  their  best  to  be 
present,  but  found  they  were  unable.  - 
Next  time  they  hope  to  be  there. 


NATIONALISM  AGAIN 
FOREVER  TRIUMPHANT 

Organization  of  the  University  of 
Toronto  Party 

The  Nationalist  party  of  the  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Toronto  met  for  organiza¬ 
tion  yesterday.  On  Mr.  McNaught’s 
motion,  Mr.  Johnson  took  the  chair. 
Mr.  W.  M.  Johnson,  introduced  by 
the  chairman,  said  that  he  was  a 
thorough  Nationalist,  and  not  asham¬ 
ed  of  his  views.  lie  called  upon  Mr. 
Main  Johnson  to  enunciate  the  Na¬ 
tionalist  policy..  lie  did  so  at  con¬ 
siderable  length.  Mr.  William  John¬ 
son  was  elected  president  of  the  Na¬ 
tionalist  Club,  with  Mr.  W.  Johnson, 
treasurer,  and  Mr.  M.  Johnson,  secre¬ 
tary.  Among  those  present  was  Mr. 
William  Main  Johnson.  The  majority 
was  composed  of  Mr.  W.  C.  McNaught. 


WATCH 

THIS 

SPACE! 

Keep  on  watching  it  ! 

Next  year  something 
may  happen  here  ! 

YOU  NEVER  CAN  TELL. 

Are  You  In 
The  Swim? 

IF  NOT,  WHY  NOT? 

You  can  get  in  at  4  p.m. 
every  week-day. 

Meet  your  friends  in  the 
shower. 

Rendezvous  in  the  tank. 

“  The  water  is  unlike  any  other 
in  t!  e  city,  combining  riebnes-s 
of  flavour  with  power  of  nutrimeu  t 
The  effect  is  very  fertile  in  result.” 

— Dr.  Barton. 

You  can  take  it  inside  and 
outside.  Sink  in  it  and 
let  it  sink  in  you. 

Address:  UNIVtflSIlY  GYMNASIUM 


UNIVERSITY 
DINING  HALL 


Unequalled  Meals,  Great  Surprises,  You  Never  Know  What 

You  Have, 


MIL  BRISTOL  says: 

“  I  am  always  excited  at  the  Dining  Hall  Luncheon. 
Yesterday  I  found  a  bullet  in  the  pork  and  the  day  before, 
a  tack  in  the  bread.  What  was  in  the  butter  I  dare  not 
reveal.” 

EVERY  MEAL  A  ROMANCE! 

MR.  W.  M.  JOHNSON,  says  :  ’ 

“  From  personal  experience  I  can  vouch  for  the  Din¬ 
ing  Hall  Meals  being  better  than  those  of  the  Central 
Prison.  The  prison  farm  at  Guelph,  though,  is  another 
matter.  The  windows  have  no  bars,  and,  in  fact,  there 
are  no  bars  anywhere.” 


